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Whatever his dramatists may have intended, Charles Wyndham
always plays exactly the same character, a character which has
the qualities I have named and which sets me buzzing with
insane aspirations.
Mondayt October nth.
At the Symonds'. As I listened to this mother and daughter
recounting their deeds and wanderings since I last saw them, I
was struck by their faculty for extracting from life pleasure and
amusement. They read everything that appears, travel during
several months in the year, gamble soberly when gambling is to
be had, and generally make it a duty to go through life with as
much pleasantness and change as will not fatigue them. Both
are witty, and neither is afraid of criticizing her friends, or of
getting fun out of idols. The daughter writes clever novels, and
exhibits a good-humoured, railing tolerance for all " missions ",
including her own.
Tuesday, October xgth.
I called on Gardner at the Avenue Theatre I to pay a visit of
sympathy. His brief venture there closed abruptly last night
because (immediately) the gas company had cut off the gas.
At the stage door I had to wait while the commissionaire
satisfied himself that I was not a lawyer's clerk, and took Gard-
ner's pleasure as to seeing me. A little group of minor stage-
folk were round the door asking for various officials and being
put off by the commissionaire. Occasionally some one appeared,
out of a maze of scenery, from the interior and said, " Morning,
old boy, what can I do for you ? " Then followed a colloquy,
a pat on the back, and the applicant departed, temporarily
appeased.
Gardner received me in the salon of the theatre, which I
reached through dark very narrow passages varied by sudden
short flights of steps; I had to light myself with a match. The
end of a cigarette stuck to his lower lip throughout the interview.
As we talked I could see now and then the cold pallid interior
of the theatre with the stage set.
He told me a wonderful story of the failure of backers to back,
of the hostility or stupidity of the Press, of the prosperity that
was coming at the very moment when he was compelled to
1 In Northumberland Avenue.
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